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Just another day .... 
By Ryan Elliott 
Senior in Forest Ecosystem Managment 
alarm shatters the peace of the cold morning air. 
gily, I poke an arm out of my sleeping bag and 
"t off. I check the time. 04:55-5 minutes before 
rew falls in for breakfast. I sit up in my sleeping 
and pull on my sweatshirt. 
• our 10th day on the Burgdorf Junction fire. 
my squad boss, stumbles by. He shakes my 
d growls "Ya up?" I answer to the affirmative. 
ves on to wake the rest of the crew. I reluc-
rawl out of my sleeping bag into the cold mom-
and begin to lace my boots. I have slept with 
es on for the 14th consecutive night. 
I go to supply and requisition water and lunch 
the whole crew. I enlist my buddies Ed and Viat 
help carry our supplies to the crew vans. Once 
everyone stocks up their fire pack for the comi 
I trade two Pay Day candy bars and a Gat de fo 
packets of trail mix and some beef jerky 
unexciting. 
We load up in the vans 
entrance. We unlo g 
long weary trudge th 
pervisor informs 
ware will be drop 
now 07 :00, and he 
We hike up the Si 
for a rest stop. So 
step out of line 
scrambled eggs 
our crewmember ...... ,....,_-.... 
hear him puking 
cause I had Wheati 
see a helicopter 
at helispot IV, w · 
A loud groan 
sembled in he · 
the hardware 
pen next. 
calls the strike team leader on the radio. Appar-
y, the helicopter pilot deposited the slingload at 
wrong helispot. Our crew must now hike over to 
·spot IV and carry back 30 roles of 1 1/2" hose, 15 
es of 1 '' hose, and 15 gated wyes. I shake my head 
bemusement, but I am not overly surprised. This, I 
k, is why we refer to them as the "Forest Circus." 
... .u.. ..... ,µJ·Ln.e across to helispot IV and back takes us an 
and a half. When we get back to helispot III, we 
a fifteen-minute break to catch our breath. Each 
ember had to carry about 30 extra pounds of 
nd equipment on the return trip from helispot 
een one of our medics, begins having leg 
~s. Baqon sits him down on a log and makes him 
two quarts of water. 
break, wt begin laying hose. The crew sepa-
s into t\\'' squads. We race each other to see who 
y the s~ hose in the shortest amount of time. 
unts and insults echo through the 
orest. By 11 :00, we have completed 
e lay. 
n teams and begin mop-
erson team is assigned to 
e start mopping up the 
d progress into the bum. 
eeping smokes in heavy 
totally extinguished to 
lin I grub smokes with 
ith a hose. Occa-
e. In retaliation, I 
d of a tree falling-
es, usually with 
most dangerous 
on tant threat to our 
wn in firefighting 
We sit at the top of 
er. I have found a 
ches on the stump 
nel," Ed says to 
ey the hori-
oke and haze 
stands of lodgepole and fir. Looking up, I see lliiee 
other smoke columns on the horizon. I nod, more to 
myself than to Ed, then reply. All I say is "Yep." Ed 
understands. Words would not do the sight justice. 
Ed moves to get up from the stump and discovers that 
it has bled sap all over his seat. The sap has soake 
through his fire pants and is making movement diffi 
cult. Giggling, I suggest that he roll in sawdust to 
to make the sap less sticky. This he does, to no 
effect other than to decorate his posterior with 
chips. 
We resume mopping-up and progress steadily until 1 
afternoon. We hear Bacon's voice shouting for ev~ 
one to gather up. When our squad is assembled, l3 
con informs us that our crew is needed further up 
fireline-a spot fire has been discovered outsid o 
fire perimeter. 
Our crew rapidly marches towards the spot fir 
located just outside of Helispot IV. The Lo 
crew had discovered this spot fire earlier in 
and had declared it out. The Lost River crew 
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Elliott (facing on far right) and crew preparing to head out. 
The retardant has knocked the fire out of the crowns 
of the trees and back onto the ground. Our crew hur-
riedly assembles and begins digging fireline right next 
to 3-foot flames. The heat is intense, as is the smoke. 
Our eyes sting and tear up. I squint through the tears, 
cough, gasp for air, and keep working. I know, as does 
the rest of the crew, that if we hold the spot fire here 
we will be the heroes of the fire camp for the day. 
We complete a fireline around the spot fire by 19:00-
one hour after we were due to return to camp. Our 
strike team leader releases us for the night with a job 
well done. 
We head back to camp expecting to find the cafeteria 
closed. Unlike breakfast, supper is always good, and 
also always the subject of many debates on the fireline. 
Morale plummets at the thought of missing a good 
meal. We find the staff of the cafeteria waiting for us 
when we make it back to camp. Our crew is the last 
one in for the night, yet they stay open late enough to 
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us. -- -e ave aroecued ribs and com on the cob. 
so grateful that I nearly cry, but I am too busy 
anything. 
I walk over to a portable sink and do my best to wash 
my face and hands. I dry off with my towel and head 
back to our crew area. 
It is now about 21:30. Several members of my crew 
are playing hackysack by the light of the moon. I join 
them for a while, and then tum in for the evening. I 
fall asleep as soon as I close the zippe on my sleeping 
bag. 
The alarm shatters the peace of the cold momin 
Groggily, I poke an arm out of my sleeping 
tum it off. I check the time. 04:55-5 minute 
the crew falls in for breakfast. I sit up in my 
bag an pull on my 
